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a Hebrew Bible, and making philological notes on a
small desk. She raised her eyes and approached
the stranger, " to know who I wanted " (for Buncle's
style, though picturesque, is not always grammatic-
ally irreproachable.)

Before he could answer, a venerable gentleman
was at his side, to whom the young sportsman con-
fessed that he was dying of hunger and had lost his
way.    Mr.   Noel,   a  patriarchal  widower  of  vast
wealth, was inhabiting this   mansion   in  the sole
company of his only daughter, the lovely being just
referred to.    Mr. Buncle was immediately " stiffened
by enchantment " at the beauty of Miss Harriot
Noel, and could not be induced to leave when he
had eaten his breakfast.    This difficulty was removed
by the old gentleman asking him to stay to dinner,
until the time of which meal Miss Noel should enter-
tain him.   At about 10 A.M. Mr. Buncle offers his
hand to the astonished Miss Noel, who, with great
propriety, bids him recollect that he is an entire
stranger to her.   They then have a long conversa-
tion about the Chaldeans, and the " primaevity "
of the Hebrew language,  and the extraordinary
longevity of the Antediluvians; at the close of which
(circa 11.15 A.M.) Buncle proposes again.    " You
force me to smile (the illustrious Miss Noel replied),
and oblige me to call you an odd compound of a man/'
and to distract his thoughts, she takes him round
her famous grotto.   The conversation, all repeated
at length, turns on conchology and on the philosophy
of Epictetus until it is time for dinner, when Mr.
Noel and young Buncle drink a bottle of old Alicant,
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